awoke, the first sounds they heard through their open windows were the musical bird voices of thrushes, song sparrows, finches, and warblers from a green slope on one of the Shumagin Islands, off which the ship was anchored. " It is a novel experience," says Burroughs, "to wake up in the morning on an ocean steamer and hear bird songs through your open window. But this was often our experience on the trip."
After landing a scientific party on Popof Island, to be picked up later, the Elder steamed westward along the Alaska peninsula; entered the Akutan Passage; touched at Dutch Harbor on the island of Unalaska; and finally, on the 8th of July, plunged into the foggy solitudes of Bering Sea. On the following afternoon the ship anchored off the island of St. Paul, one of the Pribilof group, where the scientists of the party went ashore to observe the fur seals which assemble there in thousands every summer.
"According to our original programme," says John Burroughs, "our outward journey should have ended at the Seal Islands; but Mrs. Harriman expressed a wish to see Siberia and, if all went well, the midnight sun. 'Very well/ replied Mr. Harriman, 'we will go to Siberia'; and toward that barren shore our prow was turned."
But the voyage came near ending in a fatal dis-